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TO THE 
Kight Honourable and Renownedly Vertuons, 
THE 


Lady COVENTRY: 


MADAM, 


$” HE Corruptions of this Age 
are fo ſtrangly incieafed and 
complyed with, that few com- 
plain of them as Temptations 3 
but, with a Modiſh Curioſity, rather affe& 
” them as things faſhionable ; fo that to re- 
buke Vice boldly, requires more Courage 
than our Sex uſually pretend to; and not 
. to fall in witlait, looks like a piece of Smpu- 
larity. . . 
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-'But, thanks be to GO D, that Fiery and 
Perrue have ſtill a good Name in the World; 
and there arc {ome Illuftrious Perſons, who, | 
by their great Examples, give them Coun- 
tenance, and a juſt Patronage. Hence it 
is I addreſs Your Ladyſbip for SanQuary, 
kngwing, that amidſt the Storms and Per- 
ſecutions of a degenerate Age, my humble 
Endeavonrs can meet with no ſecurer Har- 
bor, than under Your Ladyſhips ProteQion. 


I have, in this Eſſay, preſented Your La- 
elyſkip | with ſome Conſolatory Thoughts, un- 
dvr the uncaſY/Circumſtatices of mg,own 
"Lift; This can'affe&t Your Þad yſbipiho o- 
Ate than'as You are ſurroundell with 
the Contraries; or in that You have nobly 
eonquer'd thoſe Sorrows, which weaker 
; Mirids are forced to labour under all their 
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iMay Heaven continue its Blefings! to 


*% Age by prtſerving Your Ladyſhip as 
the 
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the great\Luminary of Devotion, and Cha- 
rity, and the Patroneſs of all thoſe who, in 
their Order, practiſe the ſame Vertues in 
Sincerity : Which is the Prayers of, 


M ADAM, 
Your Ladsſbips mot Humble Obedient; 


and mot Devoted Servant, © 


Elzabeth Tipper. 
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In Laudem Domigz ELIZ ABETHA {| 
TIPPERA@A, Divinz Poetices Studio= 
ſx, nec nen horam Miſcellaneorum Au- 
thoris Percellebris. 


{t X ta fulgeſcat latum diffuſa per Orbem, 7 
O Decws, & Sexis Gloria Magna tus. 
Dalces ſcribe medos : Sacris incumbe libells, 
Dum fs Angehicis Miſts Puella Chor. 
Summs petas Niſz: Nobis eris alters Sappho : 
Gantabunt numeros ſecula ſera tuos. 
Daulcis Tipperz reſonabunt laudibus Antra 
Parnaſh, & Cirrhz concava ſaxa ſacre. 
Carmma Tipperz doftus laudavit Apollo : 
Muſz ver/iculis ovbſtuputere tus. | 
ne mirata ej Tipperz dofa Minerva 
Molka Devine, Pieridumq; Ghor:. 
Laxres Tipperz porrexit ſerta Thalia, 
Atq, att, ©* Hec veſiris indue Signa Com. 
« O Tibs quam dulcis, quam lucidus ingenss fons ! 
« Quantum Divino manat ab Ore melos ! 
© Ornamenta gerit Sexus Pius altera : Tipper 
i« Ornata eft hederis tempora dota ſacrs. 


Joſ. Perkins, A. ./ | 
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Thus Engliſhed : 


Hy brighter Luſtre doth it ſelf diſperſe; 

And, like the San, inform the Univerſe : 
Thou, Glory of Thy Sex ! Write, Gharm, and Gain, 
The Angel-Conſort by thy Sacred Strain : 

Climb Ja, MAID, Thou ſhalt our Sappho be, 
Thy P:ous Odes ſung by Poſterity ; 

The pleaſing Cells of all inſpired Verſe, 

Parnaſſus, Gyrrha, ſhall Thy Name rehearſe : 

By learn'd Apolio Thou art lov'd and prais'd, 

And, at Thy Skzll, the Mnſes ftand amaz'd: 
Mznerva and the Preridian Quire, | 

Thy ſoft and fublime Poetry admire 

Thalia holds the Lawrel-Garlaud forth, 

And cries, This Trophy well becomes Thy Worth ; wy 
How ſweet's Thyfiowing Wit ! How pure Thy Hymns ! 
With grateful Mulick ſtore the Seraphims. 

By others of Thy Sex be Top-knots worn, 

The Iramortal Ivy ſhall Thy Head aaorn. 


John Torbuck, F\C ctor of A 


{ aroerſhall, Wilts. 
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To Mrs. Tipper , on her incomparably 


Ingenious and Livine Poems. 


Ail! M5rrour of thy Sex, in whom we find, 
Reſplendant Rays, in your Seraphick Mind, 
Whilſt Great FEHOYV AH does your Soul inſpire, 
And Cherubs ling their Anthems to your Lyre, 

Then you ſalute, with Bays and Ivy crown'd, . 


Wreath'd by Mnerva's Hand, in Mzftick round, 
Your Muſe proclaim, tuning Immortal Sound; 

; Whence Sacred Flights, do Balmy Sweets propoſe, 
3 More fragrant far, than Faſf'min, or the Roſe, 
And your Perſwafive Soxnas for to rehearlſe, 
Oblige High Adoration in your Verſe; 
For none Oblation pay to Truths Divine, 
But Rewerence owe, to thoſe made them ſublime 3 
For how can Precepts ſtrike obedient Awe, 
,, Unleſs imprinted by thoſe made the Law : 
$ Hence Paul politely Rhetorictan plays, 
Ss David allures, with Hymns and Spiritual Lays, 
on Conſult the God-like Rules of Levy's Tribe, 
| The Heathens Enzy, but Religion's Pride, 
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In all the Maze of Jenorance you'l ſee, 
Tradition, Worſhip rais'd, to One and Three : 
As theſe, by God inſpir'd, perpetuate Fame, 
By Prouws As, and an All-glorious Name » 
So you both Darling of the Powers Above, 
And Myſes too, their Man/zon of true Love, 
Elected are, their White and Galleſs Dove ; 
What other Ladzes write, is Hate or le, 
Or elſe ſoft Strazns, heated thro' Paſſion's Fire, 
Whoſe Thoughts to wanton Blifs devoted are, 
Whilſt Habow'd Rites are your peculiar Care, 
Whoſe finzte Joys, ſcarce reach a barren Praiſe, 
When Your's, with Tranſports, Emulation raiſe, 
Compar'd to that, ſo vaſt tranſcendant's this 
Of Thezrrs and loars, no more proportion is, 
Than fleeting Joys, of momentary flay, 
To Millions of Millions there in endleſs Day. 
Go on, bleſs d Maid, this Galaxy purſue, 
By God's above, decreed alone tor you, 
Your beatifick Vifions, Glory fing, 
Whilſt Eccho's jocound Acclamations bring, 
And Io-Peans ever, ever ring z 
With rilling Cadence eternize the Vue, 
Indeliable to periſhing Fate of Time, 
Till your Tranſlation to the Heavenly Throne, 


| 


Their Hallelyjahs ſound, to the All-great Three, One- 
 _ÞIW.P. Gent. 
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5 To Mrs. I ipper, on her Parapbraſtical 
Poems, upon ſeveral Sele Paſſages 


of Scripture. 


Eaſe Trumpet, ceaſe; and gentle Stars inſpire 
Our long diſtrafied World with nobler Ere, 

Art, Science, Wit, whole EmprireVWar invades, 
Riſe with thy Lawrel from the Northern Shades, 
While meaner Monarehs juſtle in their Claim, 
Aſſert thy Right of Univerſal Fame. 
Thus far propitzous Heaven, amplor'd, does yield, 
And to Minerva's Off-ſpring leaves the Field. 
An harder T:vk my Suppliant Muſe does vex, 
While I command, not conrt, the aſþiring Sex, 
Their trifl:ng Glories vanquiſh'd to tubmit, 
Proftrate to this She-Oracle of Ht, 
Whoſe Sacred Muſe in Hall itnjahs move, 
To fing and praiſo the GOD of Peace and Love, 
The modern }V:ts embroider with a Grace, 
As Proftitutes do an uncomely Face : 

$ Immodelſt Themes ſo bold, with Art fo fue, ) 
And, IWjthes like, rſt rot, before they fhire, X 
The Larxrel he uſurps whoſe leaſt dirine, ) 

B 2 Striving 


(12 ] 
Striving to eaſe our Cares, but cannot pleaſe, 
And intermit thoſe Pays they ne'r can eaſe. 
Such Balm in her Ph:loſophy is found, 

As makes the bitter Cup of Life go round, 
Purl'd with the 2urnteſſence of Moral Wie 
Which all that read, may #aſte, but none can zet. 
David, to ſee his Songs reſtor'd from the Dark , 
Rejoic'd, as once he did before the Ark, 

And, from the W:llows, takes his tuneful Lyre, 
Whilſt in her Hand he kindles Sacred Fire, 
By which he did the cruel Saul aflwage, 

To quench worſe Sp:rits of our Modern Age. 
What Paul and Seneca in Labours wrote, 

She 1n her Life has to Perfef:on brought, 

To keep the Pa/ons in ſevereſt Awe, 

Reject Uſurprmg Arbitrary Law, 

And, when no Safety can from Tempe#t find, 
Retires within the Halcyon of her Mind : 

Thus, ne'r engaging, meets with no defeat, 

But gains a Victory by a wiſe Retreat. 


A. L. Eſquire. 
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To Mrs. Tipper, on ber Divine Poems. 


A* we are told, That all they do above, 
I: only that they Sing, and that they Loves, 
What wondrous Gharms muſt endleſs Hymns I 


Cowley. 


When the Immertal Songſters of the Choir 

Not ev'n their whole long Eternai Chant can't tire, 
And the Celeſtial Muſe, whilſt all around] 

The Exta/”d, contenu'd Raptures (ound ? 

That honour'd Head, what Glories has ſbe given, 
Thus grac'd, to furnifh half the Work of Heaven ? 
The Muſes, yes, in that Seraphick Sphear, 

Are all XAranzia's and Apollo there, 

Beneath the Foot/iool of FEHOY A H's Throne, 
Kneels to a Brighter Sun than was his own. 

It Harmony, with that enl;ghtuing Beam, 

Tunes her loud Mfck to that Mz:ghty Theme, 
Madam, Your MA SE, tho' with a feebler Voice, 
The ſame High Subjef# makes her ' Sacred Choice 3 
Tun'd to the Great Creator's juſt Applanſe, 

That Pez writes bezf,that from T.uk-'s Penfil draws, 
And 'tis tnat Poetry does truly | hine, 

That Copies from Origjn.ils Dj wine, 
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To Mrs. Tipper, on her Miſcellany of 


Divine Poems. 


Mongft the var'ous Afrons of Mankind, 
Ryovals in Wit, as well as Love, we find; 
But you, alone, the glorious Prize muſt gain, 
You merit it by ſo Divine a Strarn ; 
Hrania 1s thy Maſe, the Heavenly Qurre 
Thy Soul with pure#t Raptares does inſpire, 


Ghaſte as thy Self, and Sacred are thy Rhimes, 
Which, not polluted by corrupting Times, 

Shall make Profaner Scriblers all tubmit, 

And own thee as the Type of Heavenly Wt ; 
Thy Theme and Inſþirations from above; 
Heaven 1s thy Parnaſſus and thy Love; 

Each r:i//ng Thouzht does with the biuſhing Morn, 
The Beautzes of thy chaſter Soul adorn ; 

A Harmony 1n every Lyne appears, 

Much like the Heavenly Maſzck of the Spheres : 
Phillips and Behn,whoſe Praiſe Eame (till rehearſe, 
In all their Works don't paralel thy Verſe, 


Whuch 


Wo 
Which unto after Ages ſhall remain, 
F And the ſweet Odour of thy Worth retain. 
®* Parnaſſus is but low, thy flighty Soul, 
W Her Head above that Mountain does Extol, 
The Myfi:ck Scite of Heaven 1s thy Aim, 
Geleflial LOYE, not Garnal, is thy Theme, 
Tho' the moſt Vice of Criticks do combrue, 
* They cannot, Damn a thing that's ſo D:vixe. 


John Hallum. 
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To Mrs. Eliz. Tipper, on her Super-excellent 
Miſcellany of Divine Poems. 
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Gratzor et Virtus e corpore pulchro weniens. 


Ad Herbert, 2uarles, or other Sacred Pea, 
Theſe Meditations tun'd, Encomiums then 
Were but juſt Tributes to the Work Divine ; 
But ſince thy Lips the Verſes more refine, 
Celeſtial Hymns ſhould ſound before thy Shrine. 
What ſhall I ſay in ſuch a ſpacious Field, 
Where th' meaneft Shrubs large Comtemplations yield; 
Thy Wits Refin'd, thy Theme, as Heaven, Sublime, 
Each Breathing Accent makes a Clouſe Davine. 
Ofc I have ſeen, like Parrars in a Cage, 
Mex Prate by Rote, upon the publick Stage ; 
Tell this and that, and Precepts largely Preach, 
The' few, like thee, by iryd Experience Teach: 
Experienc'd Knowledge, Miſtreſs of True Art, 
In Speecteſt Lays thou doſt to us impart. 
Go on, Chat Maid, thy Firtues ſtill renew, 
Whilſt in thy Lines at once we clearly view, 
Minerva and the Beautious Penus roo. 
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Many Daughters have done wirtuouſly, but thou ex- 
celleft them af, Prov. 31, 29. | 


E. Stcele, | '- 
On 
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© On the Holy Bible. 


OT mortal Wit, but bleſt _Atherial Fire. 
Aſſiſt me, and my ſacred Muſe inſpire; 
My Subject's greater than thoſe Gloriesall, 
That gliſter'in the ſplendor of Earths Ball: 

Scepters and Crowns fall much below my Theme, 

And Heroes warhke Deeds are but a Dream : 

No Extaſy of Lovers ſoft Delight, 

But of the Oracles of God I write. 

Shall I, with reverence, ſtrive to ſhow the worth 

Alas ! 'tis not for Clay to ſet it forth. 

All that the largeſt Soul on Earth can crave, 

Within this ſacred Folame they may have : 

This is Perfeftions Glezw, by whoſe bleſt guide 

Full Streams of Joys divine for ever tide, 

Where each diſtruſting Soul may (vim with eaſe, 

In all the bliſsful Billows that can pleale : 

The Learned may on choiceit Knowledge feed ; 

The Ignorant of greateſt Wiſdom ſpce-!: 

The Pooreſt, here ſec vafter Riches ihinz 

Than ſparkle in the S2.217ard; gotuen NUR : 
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Here wearictl Souls a ſweeter Reſt does crown, 
Than Bodies on the {ofteſt Beds of Down; | 
And troubled Minds find Peace in fargermeafture, MK * 
Than Ages give in Halcyon Days of Pleaſure : 
The Sad with more exalted Joys be fill'd, - 

Than all the- Mirth of this vain World can yield: 

| Through Fazthin Thefe the Weakare Stronger made, 

| Than Gyants which the World with Arms invade; IM 
"ol Wiſdom, Strength, Riches, Toys, Re#t, Peace abound, 

And all the Good of Life in Them is found. 

How vain is She that ſeeks for Comfort, Lord. 

In any thing, but in Thy SeIf and Word, 
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Some Experimental Paſſages of my LIF E, with 
Refle&tions «pou Jacob's Words, Few and Evil 
have the days of the years of my Life been. 


Is ſtrange that he Unborn, ere he ſaw Light, 
Deſtin'd a Vitor, and Heaven's Favourite, 

Should almoſt at the Period of his Ape, 

Give this relation of his Pilgrimage , 

Yet 'tis not ſtrange, fince mortal Life we ſee 

No more from Sorrow than from Death is free. 

My Life the aſſertion much has verifi'd, 

From Part to Part, by ſad Experience try'd, 
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Tn 
In all my Andertakzngs ſtill been crofſt, 
| And like a Ball from hand to hand been tot. 


Eve Years i'th Prime of all my Youth I ſpent, . 
Reclnſe as *twere from the World, in Baniſbment : 
And Hermit like in all things did I dwell, 

An ancouth Cottage grving for my Cell , (ven 
For ſeveral Days and Nights ſometimes been dri- 
To Silence, ſave the Words 1 ſpoke to Heaven. 
My conſtant Y;ts Fields and Woods receiv'd, 
Who at my oft reſorting never griev'd ; 

But bounteouſly with Sunſhine, Air, and Shade, 
Their frequent Y:/tant ſtill happy made; 

One dear and courteous Tree, aboye the reſt, 

Did oft invite me to b=come her Gueſt , 
Upon her root I hourly ſate, and Read, 

Her towering Branches ſheltering my Head 

And when I Kneel'd, the kind officious Graſs, 
The verdant Covering of my Cuſhion was. 

| The like Good-will have Hedges to me born, 

© And diſtant Furrows of the growing Corn: 

| To this the Evening oft hathymer my F/t, 

And Tears the longeft day been my Repa# : 

A Yet theſe Afi;#tions, Lord, more Joy I own, 

Y Than have the: Vicious, who poſſeſs a Thr one : 


C3 Nor 


[ 20 } 
Nor can I at a Hood of Tears repine, 
Till I forget that Bloody Sea of Thine. 
O grant me Refſpnatron till I ſee 
How 'tis Thy Pleaſure to diſpoſe of me. 


My Penance now ſeem'd ſomething to abate, 
And glimering Beams of Sun.hgue dart from Fate : 
Two of my greateſt Wants at once ſupply'd, 
IMPLOYMENT and SOCIETY betide: 
My Happzneſs this large Addition found, 

New Joys with Honourable Friendſhip crown'd. 
Ne more my Brow contratted now appears, 

Nor Eye-Balls fretted Red with Bring Tears : 

Save when in Penztence and Gare I mourn'd, 
That GOD's withdrawing Beams might be return'd 


This San-ſbime Fortune did not long remain, 
Ere *twas eclips'd by a dark Cloud again : 
My Comforts ſever'd by that 4nſeen Hand, 
Which Proſperous and Adverſe Fate both command. 


Then, by the Counſel of a real Friend, 
I am advis'd my Precious Time, to ſpend 
No more in a poor Village, but repair 
To a City, try the Smules of Fortune there. 
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What this may {ignify, 'tis GOD beſt knows; 
My Fortune ever Ebbs, but never Flows. 

The Wicked, Carcleſs, Fooliſh ; all I ſee, 

Her Kindneſs have, which is deny'd to me: 
'Tis ſo, Great GOD, and to it I ſubmit, 

And all things elſe Thy Wiſdom ſhall think fit. 
This only thing I begg, while I have Breath, 
Grant me an HONEST LIFE and HAPPY DEATH. 


—_— >. — —— oo 


MEDITATION TL 


Rojoycing im Hope, Patient mm Tribulation, cominsing 
inſtant in Prayer. Rom. 12. ver. 12. . 


OS OC 


OW do I Read and Marvel; Read again, 
And wonder at St. Paul's Infprred Pen, 

That in One Verſe could ſuch a Sermon write, 
And ſo much Duty in few Words recite. 
O that my Prattice his Three Precepts wrought, 
As Unatvided as the Mznd and Thought. 
What Tribulation is there could ſuppreſs 
The Living Hames of hop'd for Happineſs, 
Which riſes with an unreſifted Sway, 
Breaks out in Lyght, and forces Azght to Day ; 
' Tramples the Glouds of Darkneſs, new aflumes 
The Tow'ring Seat, and S24neſs quite conſumes: 
Or, 
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Or, if the gnawing Grief of D:ſcontent, 
Seem'd, for a while, to keep in Baniſhment, 
This Blzſs of univerſal great Support, 
PATIENCE Inincible would guard the Fox: , 

ſtrugling Sorrow ere could make a Breach, 
The Feuds of Grief might to my Spirits reach; 
But as a Rock Anmov'd ſhould I remain, 
See the Waves come, daſh, and fall back again c 
In ſcatter'd Pieces to their furious Main. 
Laſtly, the Complication, Spring, and Crown 
Of thele hgh Bleſſings, and the reſt, gome down 
« By ( the unequall'd) Bevefit of PRALER, 
Which Szes, Prevails, and Binds our Makers Gare : 
This lock'd the Heavens Three Years from giving Rams 
And Th:s brought Showers, unlocking them again. 
Tis quench'd the Eirez when, by their 4;ding GOD, 
Tice Men,through Hames,the burning Pavement trod 
Th:: did a Life from Hanery Lyons ſave, 
And made their Mouths a Guard, defign'd a Grave z 
S calm'd their Fary, huſh'd thetr Rage ſo ſtill, 
They did not look like things defign'd to kit. 
Bleſt DUTY! of Divieſt Influence, 
{ love, adore, and chuſe thy Excellence : 
By Thee the Series of my Mznates can 


Find Solid Joys in this my Weary Sper, 


[ 23 3 
Had 1 all Pleaſures Earth could give beſide, 
They'd want a Charm, were thy Delights deny'd : 
For, Glittering Riches, or the Sound of Fame, 
Accompliſh'd Parts, and an Illuſtrious Name, 

Are all but Outward Things, far from Content, 
Withoutthe Hours in dear D EY O TIO N ſpent. 
Give me but This, the True, and Perfeft Way, 
Let Them diſperſe to whom, and where They may. 


Could Fleſb with Parity Enliven'd be, 

Made, like the Spirit, Vigorons and Free 

In theſe Subl:me Delights I ſhould net care, 

But for the Prattice and Efe#s of PRAYER. 
 O for a Strength of PRAYER to mount my Seal, 
In Raptures far above the Starry Pole: 

So Wing'd my ſoaring Hight ſhould never tree, 
T11l 1 fate down to Reft in the Eternal Gheiy. 


MEDITATION II 


Who went about Doing Good, Ats 10. 38. - 


* 


Hen the great Lord of Life on earth wasplac'd, 
(Whom wicked men with C.velty diſyrac'd 
& And with Rebellious Fury ſhed his Blood ) 
His Converſation was in Doing Good. 

E: Rajſe 


| S 
Raiſe up, dear Lord, my Sin depreſied State, 
This Pattern of Thy Life to Imitate : | 
As for the Miracles Thy Power expreſt, 
In Healing thoſe by Devils long poſleſt ; 
| Making the Blind to See, the Dumb to Talk , 
The Lepers, Clean ; the Lame, with J7gour, I z1k: 
I begg not to Do Theſe ; theſe Works I own 
To Thee peculiar, and Thy Saints alone. 
Nor dare my humble Thoughts a Wiſh aſpire, 
For theſe High Gifts to be at my Deſire ; 
But I Initiated was to be 
A True and Lzvely Follower of Thee: 
'And, as for all Mankind Thou ſhed'ſt thy Blood) 
So I was Born to Live in Doimg Good. 
Nor muſt I ſay my Hinderances are 
Beyond the Power cf Religious Gare : 
What the' thou haſt not lent me Wealth to be 
Thy Faithful Steward, Dole my Gbharity 
And with Extenſive Bounty, at my Door, 
A& dayly Goodneſs on the Suffering Poor 5 
Whilſt Thy Heh Pleaſure for my Lot ordains, 
That Poverty my willing Hands reſtrains. 
What thio' I do want Power to Help, Relieve, 


The Oppres'd who injur'd by Injuſtice grieve 5: 


0 
£ 
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And what tho' no proud Hour deck my Brow : 
A Station High to make me ſeen below, 
So Seen that Leading of a Life Divine, 
Might ſtand a Pattern to make /Virtze ſhine z 
Tho' neither Wealth, nor Honoar, nor Power are © 
Alotted or Permitted to my Share. 
By all theſe Ferrers and thele Checks withſtood, 
Am Ideny'd the Means of Dezng Good? 
Ah no! reſtrain my Thoughts from thinking this 5 
Since thou know'ſt bei, what mo# Convenzent 1s : 
Make me a Chriftian inwardly conform'd | 
To all theſe Sufferings which the Croſs adorn'd ; 
From this worlds Pleaſure and 4fettion hurl'd, 
And Live by other Lzzht, as in another world, 
With different Principles, Proceedings new z 
Fertue Embrace, Folly and Vice Eſchew : 
My Precious Time in no vain Pleaſure walt; 
But have for Sp:r:tual Things another Taſt, 
Show my Obedzence, in the higheſt Nature, 
And ſole Dependance on my Ble#t Creator ; 
| With true Submiſſion meekly take all Croſſes, 
And have a Reliſh for Contempts and Loſſes 
Pleas'd only with a Life of Fazth, and then 
3 Slight all the Mockeries of Worldly Men, 
Whe Judge not but by Sence z or, at the. moſt, 
| By Human Reaſon, tog much to. their Got, 

D This 


[26] 
This Suffering Life in- real Praftice ſhown, 
Could be to me Wealth, Honour, and a Grown © 
No more I need not ask to Bleſ7 my Days, 
Or caſt a Luſtre on my Gloomy Way: ; 

To make a ſhining Light at once to be, 

Example to others, and ſafe Guide to me. 
Lord; let not this be only Barren Thonehr, 
But to Maturer Gtowth of A&#5on brought. 


MEDITATION IL 
Fret not thy ſelf, becauſe of the Ungodly ; neither be 
thou envrous againſt the Evil Doers, Pſalm 37. t. 


O fee the Wicked in a Proſperons State, 

Surrounded with the Happineſs of Fate g 
Their Humours pleas'd, their Undertekings Bleit; 
Their Parns Sacceſeful, and their Goods Increaſt y 
Their Pleaſures flowing, as their Vices are z 
And Minds disburthen'd of all other Gare : 
So far am I from Envying at this Sight 
Or Grudging , that 1 would not, if 1 might, 
For alt the Treaſures in Rich Ophir's Soy], 
Even for 'their Happineſs exchange my Toy: 
Their beſt Exjoyments Poor and Empty are 3 


_ all their Pleafure- but a Flattering Snares 
Their 
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Their Prime Felicities in Folly's paſt, - 
And Foys. which like declining Shadows waſt 
"> Thus Swift in Vanity from Yertue ſtray s 

And to Deftratiion gayly March away : 
Then comes the Terror of approaching Death, 
They muſt Re/7gy their diſcontinuing Breeth; 
Tortur'd to Think upon a Mournful Knell,. 
And Rackd with Horroay at the — of Hell: 


— — —— Q — —— 


ME DITATION iv. 


Thou art about my Path, and about my Bed, and ſpy. 
eſt out all my Ways, &c. Pſalm, 139. ver. 2. 3 


Here is no Path of Life, in which I go: 

But what thou vzew'#, & every Stepdoſt know: 
It in the Way of Yertne T go on, > 
Iminediately its, by Thy Wiſd»m, known. be 
Nor doſt thou #nrewarded let me paſs, 
But Crown'5t with Ben: yu my Running Glaſs 
And, if deluded from this k.zppy WW.zy 
Of Virtue, I erronious a0 _ 
g Into the privateſt cloſeſt P.:5 of #4, 
' & 1 preſently perceive Thee wy Mg MN; 
| And with thy Glance doſt ſtrike me with a Terror 
Of future Tudgements for my Sinful Error : 
D 2 In 


F281 
In vain do I endeavour to conceal, 

"What thy All-ſeezug Eye muſt needs reveal : 

My Heart has no retired ſecret Thought, 

But openly 1s to thy Knowledze brought : 

Nor dos a Word through my whole Life, tho nere 
So ſoftly Whiſper'd, ſcape thy Righteous Ears. 

O let me, with Hamz;ty, admire 

This great Omn:ſctence, and:no more deſire 
The dark Perverſeneſs of a Sinful Gourſe ; 
' Since thou diſcovereſt 4h; and, what is worſe, 
Condemn' it to the Mzſerable State 

Of Hells great Torment, and thy endleſs Hate. 


MEDITATION V. 


If ye love me, keep my Commandments, Joh. 14. 15. 


Uſt there an I F be made for Loving thee, 
In whom the Mzrror of Perfettions be ; 
, Fairer than Light thy Charming Beauties ſhine, 
No Angel's Form was ever ſo Divine : 
Never did Prince of ſuch an Offspring come, 
Nor Lover like thee ſuffer Martyrdors : 
, An Angel's Quiil I want to write the Story 
Of thy great Paſſion, High Deſcent, and Gloyy : 
But ſtopp'd with Wonder, now I would ſay moſt, þ 
My Raviſh'd Soul is in a Rapture loſt : if 
Navi d gOUL IS IN &@ APLULE L Who 


J\ 


[ 29 ] 
Who ſhould I Love but thee, where can I find 
An Object like thee to inflame my Mind. 
Should any Fellow-creature ask me this, 

Love you the Mighty Lord of Life and Bliſs ? 

I ſhould injurioufly the Queſtion take, 

In ſuch a caſe, ſhould they a ſcruple make, 
And, in a vehement Heat, be apt to cry 

Fudge of my Love, by what I now reply, 

He is the only Regent of my Heart, 


"I ſcorn the Rival that ſhould claim a part : 


Conkhn'd in a Lone Deſert, I could be, 
Having an Intercourſe 'twixt him and me: 
The want of Food I could contented bear, 
So I might have but my Beloved near : 
I'de wander all my Life through Sun and Wind, 
In Tears, if Tears alone, my Dear could find; 
Compar'd to him, my Friends, Relations, Birth, 
Each, all I hate, all that is dear on Earth : 

My Blood I'll ſpend, and Life will Sacrifice 

For his dear Honour, which I ſo much prize. 
Theſe great Pretenfions would be apt to skip 
From my moſt paſſionate unwary Lip ; 

But thou haſt try'd me at an eaſier Hand, 

By bidding of me keep thy Bleſs'd Command ; 
In which no rigid Task thou doft impoſe, 
Or leaft true SatisfaQtion bid. me loſe, 


Love 


— 


[30 ] 
Love God, and Love my Neighbour, Watch and Pray 
Oh! Can I wiſh in theſe to diſobey ? 

VVhat can be eaficr, ſweeter, leſs ſevere; 

Or, to my Mind more rational appear ? 

Pleafing while I perform, and in th' event, 


be Happineſs the certain Confequent. . 
xy Oh let me fhew I theſe Gommands- approve, 


| 1 dud by my keeping of them _y Love. 


"MEDITATION VL 


Set your Aﬀeftions on things above, Col. 3. 1. 


a” 


Las ! Dull Earth, where can I place on thee 

AﬀeRion and one moment happy be ; 
Ive view'd thee through, I've minded all events 
Of VVorldly Grofſes, and its Blandiſbments 
And as the rſt by few can be deſired, 

The laſt as little is to be admired : 
One is a Thorny Troable, ſtill perplexing, 

* Tother an Empty Show, and therefore vexing : 
Experimenting Both, T'too well try'd, 

, Croſſes vext, and Pleaſures never ſatisfied : _ 

This made my Thoughts damp, liveleſs, ſad & flow, | 
Each Minute tireſome while they ſtaid below ; 
And wearyed much into Impatience grew, 

_ Till they left Earth, and up with vigour flew; 


Then | 
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Then ſoaring in all true Delights above; 
I quickly found where I might fix my Loves 
Perceiving Bliſs which never met controul, 
And Satisfaction Solid as the Soul ; 
A Joy ſo great, untrifting, and ſo bleſt, 
If I might in the Meditation reſt, 
I nere ſhould Love a Thonght of Earth again, < 
More than a Fre of Ssckneſs or of Pan : ! 
For nothing leſs 1 contemplate and See, 
Than the vaſt Joys of large Erermty : 
Contenting Viſion ! how may I poſleſs 
For ever, ever this dear Happrneſs , 
There's no way to it, but the Gates of Death, 
The dolorous Pangs of an extinguiſh'd Breath. 
But why ſhould this: ſo. terrible appear ; 
Or, either my Averpou move or Fear, 
I know it's this muſt that Advantage bring, 
O Frightful Ghaſtly Death where 75 thy Sting ? 
O Conquering Grave where ts thy Vifory, 
Whenoven the vanquiſh'd ?ryumph,& through thee 
Lies our Aſcent to vaſt Eternity. $ 


Meditation 


[32 ] 


A—— 


. MEDITATION VI. 
| On Iſaiah 5. yer. ' hi” 


O every One almoſt to Drought accurſt, 
Who Famiſh with the cruelty of Thirſt, 
Come, drink ye Waters freely, take your fill, 
Refreſh your ſelves with Plenty, drink at will : 
Here's Mslk that gives a Nouriſhment divine, 
Not only Heart, . but here's Soul cheering Wie. 


A Prophet calls, and gives you this Advice, 
"Tis Purchaſed without Moxy, without Prece ; 
Why ſpend you Mony for what is not Bread, 
When here you may with Delzcates be fed. 


$- 


On John Baptiſt bezng Pamnted m the Wilderneſs | 
with a Lamb by him, and Angels deſcending to him. 


HE Sun's my Fre, as well as Light, 

The Moon and Stars my Lamps at Night; 

Springs are my Cellars of choice YF7pe, 
A Deſart's Parlour where I dine. 


bh 


The | 


[33] 
The Rocks and Woods my Dazntzes give, 

= On Locauſts I and Hoy live ; 

4 This Lambs my Gueſt when ere I eat, 

* Who equal with me takes his ſeat; 

My Garments of the Flocks I take, 

And on the Earth my Bed I make: 

| Poluptious Greatneſs I think bale, 

My Company's of Heavenly Race. 

O happy Life! from nauſeous Pleaſures free, . 


4 And from diſtrating Cares, bleſt ſhould I be 
& Were I t enjoy Mine in a ſtate like Thee, 


| — —— 


On Herodias Daughter being Painted with the Head 
of John Baptiſt #2 a Charger, ztving it to her 
Mother. 


E E, deareſt Mother,what my Gharms has caught, 
And to your hand a welcome Preſent brought, 

The powerful Tongse that, at a Breath before, 
Shook our whole Grandeur,now ſhall ſpeak no more; 
Nor ſtern, nor threatning does this Brow appear, 
Whoſe Look was wont to caſt a Dread and Fear ; 
As my Adorer, Languiſhing he lies, 
Imploring Favour from my killing Eyes ; 
s Vanquiſh'd by me alone, and quite ſuppreſt, 
; E Now 
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Now undiſturb'd does in my Arms take Reſt. 
Augment my Joys with yours, which elſe will fade, 
Whilſt here the Hermzt I've a Courtzer made. 
| *S Bleſt Marty, is it thus; the Impious ſcoff, 
The Tyrant at a word thy Life cutts off: 
Hard caſe, ſo great a Prophet living ſtands 
A Sacrifice to Wanton Feet and Bloody Hands : 
No matter, let them play their Rigorous Part, 
Thou hadfſt the Blow, but they muſt feel the Smart 3 
They have ſent thee from a World wretched & friena- 
To dwell with Joys unſpeakable & endleſs (leſs, 


Pat —— —_—— 
> —— 


To a Young Lady that deſired a Verſe of my being 
Servant one Day,ana Miſtreſs another. 


ORE than a King's my Word dos rule to day, 
His Subjects H:s, my Betters Mzne obey ; 

Laality, Fortune, Beanty, Virtue, Wit, 
Do Govern others, but to me Submit : 
* To morrow from this Dignity I fall, 
And am a Servant at each Beck and Call : 
Next Day I'me free in Liberty and Power, 
And, as before, a Miſtreſs every Hour. 


* Ireach Ladies Writing and Accomprts one day, and keep Shop- 
Books the othicr day, ig which Bufincls | am a hired Servant; 


Change- 
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Changeable is my State, and yet net ftrange, 
When Day to V:zht, and Loght to Darkneſs change: 
Yet Fate I cannot blame, but juſtly own, 

She, in this D:-ference, Evenneſs hath ſhown ; 
For when I'me M:/re/s, none I can Command, 
When Servant, curb'd by no Imperious Hande 
This is a Reddle, yet nere wonder why, 
When all the World's a Rrddle, why not I ? 


_— 


On REPUTATION. 


Right Obje&, whom each Mortal courts to haves 
From the great Ceſar, to the humble Slave z 
From Pertucs Sons to Vices blacker Brood, 
From Hypocrites to thoſe {incerely Good, 
Who pays not Fows to thy moſt glorious Shrine, 
Who does not Idol:ize that Name of thine ; 
The ſe and P:ous commonly declare, 
That much before their Life they thee prefer : 
The Proflizate, who takes a ſenfleſs Pride 


In being baſe, his Sk: has often try'd, 
In thy bleſt Shade his lcerous Name to hide. 
SInce thou art ſo ador'd, what can I do, 


But own am thy great Admirer too ? 
E 2 Yet, 
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Yet, fair One, give me leave before my Love | 
With too much Pa/fon fixes, firſt to prave, 
If thou haſt Ble/ings true, as thoſe above. R 


I fear thou art of a mutable Degree, 

Weak and defenceleſs, quickly apt to flee, 

Should I placeall my Joys in thee alone, 

Keep all my Actions fazr, that not in one 

A Blemiſh could be found ; yet this would be 

A ſmall Aſſurance of poſſeſfing thee, 

For Genſure and Op:nton have their ſwing, 

14 Tongnes and bad Belief out-reign a King : 

All as they ſpeak or think, their Fame or Faith, 

Good ar bad Names are (till but Popalar Breath : 
Excuſe me therefore, ſince all this is true, 

IfI refuſe to ſet my Heart on you. 


__ 


— ——— 


SECURITT, 


h— 


1 not in Princes or Superiors Smzles, 
Profound Gontrevance or ingenious Wiles, 
In boundleſs Rzches or the ſhining Flame 

Of a dear ſweet and odoriferous Name, 

'Tis not by theſe rare Pleaſures we can be 


Plac'd in the Orb of fixt Security. 
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Tranſient and vain theſe tempting Charms haveprov'd, 
To thoſe who fought them moſt,and moſt have lov'd; 
2 And the true Blefing of a Lyfe ſecare | 

Is never found but in a Conſcience pare, 

Whoſe choicer W:/dom with improving Skell, 
Strives Stri&ly to Obey her Maker's Will ; 
Regarding That, can Calmly o're and o're 

Take Frowns from the ſame Brow that ſmil/d before; 
Think R:zches are but tranſitory things | 
Which take uncertain Flights with ſpreading Winggy 
And, with an Intelle4ual View, deſpiſe | 
The Bubbling Show of Worldly Policies ; 

See a good Name lye in the flabbing Smart, 

Without the Terrours of a troubled Heart ; 

And with all Earthly Treaſure let that go, 

Slight as the Dat, if GO D will have it ſo , 

For *tis his inward Foy which crowns the Mind, 
More thanin all theſe outward things we find : 
Poſleſt of which we are ſecurely bleſt, 


| Whatever does become of all the reſt. 


[ 33 ] 


—_— 


To Imploy Fear and Hate. 


| Sfift , great G OD, this Work which I begin, 

'K. Turn my frail Paſſions, Fear and Hate,at Sin, 
Let me not know what 'tis to uſe my Fear, ? 
Except the danger of a Sin appear ; 

Then timorous, ſhivering, flying, let me get 
Into the Guards of Fertue's ſafe retreat, 
Immur'd within, whoſe Sacred Bounds Þ'de be ; 


Fearful to Think, to Speak, to Hear, or See, 
Ought that relates to this grand Enemy 3 

No Parly would I have, no ſoft Debate, 

No Pafjioz, but my never-ending Hate, 

Hate ! whoſe Averſion all Revenge excell'd, 
By no Example yet e're paralel]'d, 

Free and perpetual on this Objecs ſpent, 
Without an inclination to relent, 

Deſiſt or ceaſe ; no, not with Life to end, 
Nor Time nor Heavens poſetſion : But aſcend 
And Reign within that glorous Orb, while I 
Retain #t there to ai Eternity : 

Thus, when Sin only ſhall the Object prove 
Of my fixt Hate, 'tis GO D has all my Loxe. 


- - & -.£þ UE 2 


-&@=© 
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On S UND AT. 


Oft bl;{Ffwl Day, 'tis for your kind return, 
My higheſt Wiſhes do in Fervor burn ; 
You bring ſuch heaveuly Sweerne(s with your Ref, 
As if in you alone all Time were ble ; 

The ether Days with loaded Gare abound, 
Earth's Service drives the heavy Circle round, 
And dully fix their Afet# on the Ground : 

Your heavenly Looks reach that am.1z:ng Throne, 
Which yours and my great Maker's ſeated on ; 

WM Never, but apward, your aſpiring Head 

Tends with a Look: And {o my Soul you lead 

In ſuch delic:ous Joys, that, when yox are gone, 

I ſtill anticipate and reckon on, 

How long before you come again ; how near 
The Tinies expir'd; when, when vill you appear? 


CR ————_—_—_—_—_—___ 


At your firſt dawn my Heart dilated lies, 
&1n the content of Divine Extaſies, 
WExempt from Sorrow, only that I ſee 
hoſe precious Mon:ents do too ſwiftly flee. 
ut after this vaſt Joy, when Night comes on, 
And I refle&how near the Sabbath's gone, 


For 
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For all the Plegſure was ſo great and true, 

;Tis with a bitter Sigh I part from you : 

Yet though, great Day of Bleſſings, all ſublime, 
. Teufly, like others, on the Wings of Time, 

No ſpecial Favour of a Minute's ſtay 

Can be prolong'd more than another Day 

But ſwift, as Harry, are your Moments ſpun, 

And of the common Saud your Glaſs does run; 

Your Property will-change, whenl ſhall have 

Paſs'd one dark Walk to the other fide o'th Gra ve, 
Then to an everlaſting Sabbath I 
Shall be receiv'd with endleſs Extaſze. 


—__——— 
ct, 


|  —_——_—_——_— 


On DireQions to know how to A& For-| 
 tunately. | | 


Ain would I know each day what I ſhould chuſe, 
What lndertakins I had beſt refuſe ; 
I'de have an Art, that all that I forſook, 
Should make all proſperous which I undertook ; 
I'de miſs to att thoſe Days of ill Events, 
And meet with none but Fortunes ſweet Gontents; 
I'de know the Minute critical and rare q 
Should fill my Wijbes all, and crown my Gare: 


Some | 


"— [4a] 
Some kind Thought tell me how I may poſſe/F 
This mighty great defir'd Happineſs ; 
Shall I conſult the Stars, and read the Sky, 
Grow perfect Miſtreſs of 4ſtrolog 
Know all the Planets and their znfluence, 
When 'tis they good and when they zl/ diſpenſe, 
Thus guide my Life, thus ſteer my Courſe, and be 
Inform'd before-hand what the Fates decree x 
To gaide my Life with this, Lord, did I fay> 
Alas! I know it is a fooliſh Way : 
Thy Word inſtructs me, that I can nor muſt 
Repoſe in none but thee alone my Tryft. 
Why ſhould I like a Heathen then rely 
Upon the S:gns and Aſpe*ts of the Sky, 
Upon a Babling Fortune-tetler's Skill, 
Or IWonders from the Wiſe Star-gazer's &uill 2 
I fly, but envy not their bezt Perfeon, 
And covet only Thy D:vine Dire£tion ; 
If 'tis my Ezte I muſt ſuſtain a Ly, 
Give me Szbm;/ion to recetve the Cro/F, 
And, like a Chriſtian, bear it, and adore 
Him, who, for me, the bloody CrofF has bore. 
It D:ſappointments muſt my Hours attend, 


What ſhall I value here can bt or mis, 
When Heaven alone contains my boundleſs Bliſs ? 
'? 


& Raiſe butmy Thoughts to Thee, they'r at an end. 


It 


. 
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Iffa ſhort Life muſt make my frail Days few, 
An endleſs Being ſooner will enſue 

And all I care for here, is only what 

May make me fi: and well-prepar'd for that. 
If a long Life is for my Lot aflign'd, 

In which the Smiles of Fortune I ſhall find, 
The Benefit of both can only be 

In Ded:cating me and mine to Thee : 

O teach me ſo to manage all my Days, 
That unto Thee I may direct my Ways, 
Thou whoſe Almighty Goodneſs brings to paſs 
All Happineſs that ever 5s or was. 


——  — — — — oc_— 


FHP UGHT. 


'O ſome remote and melancholly IVood, F[bine, | 
Where Trees in growth and nearneſs docom- 
The Sun in all his Forces never could 
Peep through the Branches they ſo cloſely twine. 


L — 


I: this obſcure Shade fain would I get, 

From all the World, my Friends as well as Cares, 
While ſome ſireet /7/70n bleft the kind retreat, 

And pityinglook'd upon my $2hs and Tears. 


Againſt 
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Againſt a Tree my weary Head ſhould ly, 
And on my panting Heart be plac'd my Hand, 

My S:ghs, devoutly piercing, cut the Sky, 

While of my LORD I humbly t»# demand. 


O be thou pleas'd to let me know, Iam 
In thy dear Favour, though with Grzef oppreſt, 
And that vile $71 ſhall ne're expoſe to ſhame, 
Or ſtop me 1n the Paths to Heavenly Reſt: 


And that I ſhall the World in Juſtice leave, 
Rendring to every one their Rzghteous due, 
; When I am gone my Memory may receive 
The bleſled Character of Fu#t and Trac. 


S And that the Time ſhall joyfully expire, 
Wherein I ain to breathe and ſpeak my laſt : 
And being poſle(s'd of this, which I deſire, 
Call'd up to Heaven, and leave the Earth in haſt. 


F 2» The 
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COPTETTETTTY T_—_—_—_ 


The DISCOURAGEMENT. 


F Fate nnproſperous on our Cares attend, 
| We ſtriving hope, and nothing ſtill does mend 3 
This very thing, Affi&ion, magnihes, 
By pouring in a flore of Enemies ; 
For not the Bad alone, but Yertuous too, 
Give frequent Wounds, to augment our greater } ve, 
If they themſelves have not ſucceſsleſs lain, 
By Fortane's Gift or their Induſtrious Pain. 
Blind or Forgetful, what's the Power that makes 
A Diſproportion, as it gives or takes ? 
Believe the Strufure of all Luck did rear 
On their great Fore-ca5t and afſiduous Gare ; 
And never Perſon ſuffer'd Indzgence, 

But what from their 01 Folly did commence, 
Through want of }7t, or flock of Negligence. 
This I have heard averr'd : And ſo they blame 

Deep Poverty, and make it gxlty Shame 3 

A thouſand $/;z/ts to the ſad Caſe attends, 
From all our near and much profeſſed Friends: 
Moft mzg#ty Sorrow ! doubled o're and o're ! 
How pondrous is this Lead, that muſt be bore? 


'Tis 
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'Tis truly ſo : But fince Heaven thought it good 
| Such Accidents ſhould come to Fleſh and Flood, 
" There's an Example left us how to bear, 
4 Without too much Dejet{zon or Deſparr, 
4 As your Lord did : Strive you to do the ſame, 
& Endure the Croſs, deſpiiing all the Shame. 


— 


Of LOVE 
Thou bleſt Native of Celeft:al Foy, 
Which not our Peace but Malice doſt deſtroy, 
Making us Wiſe, Fusi, Merceful and Pure, 
| Slow to Revenge, and patizeatly endure, 
& 'Till with ſoft Ble/jizgs we v'recome and draw 
2 Tyrannich Foes by LOFYE into an awe; 
| *Tis not thy Heavenly Rays which I reject, 
Or ſpare to honour with Divine Reſpect : 
But here's a racking Pa/ion, which lays claim 
To the bleſt Ttle of thy glorious Name, 
I cannot call it New, nor Connterfe:t, 
% Though falily ze aſſumes and plays the Cheat 3 
& For it was o/d Thouſands of Years ago, 
And aQs with certain Fate ail Ages know : 
A Whence zf derives, no Mortal yet can tell, 
& Yet all averr they know it too too well, 
Like fome inchanting, common Miracle z 


Where 
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Where e're it came, I find zt is, at beft, 

The Grand D:ſtarber of all Human Re#t ;, 

And therefore well avoided, if an Art 

Or Power there be to keep it from the Heart; 

As ſuch I hope there #s, which makes me ſay, ? 
Charming Seducer ! ſtrive not to betray 

One peaceful Minute of my Ret away 3 ; 
No Folly quote, to make a fair Excuſe, 

The Wiſe;t may be pleas'd with the Abuſe 3 

For I have heard, when Reaſon was perplest, 

Her Soverazgn ſent her to peruſe a Text 

Charg'd upon Life and Death, this plain Diretion, 
To mort:fie inordinate Aﬀettion : | 

If then, thou great Inchanter, with thy Wiles, 
Deluding Pleaſures and bewitching Smiles, | 
Haſt ene, or more, or many Souls, enſnar'd, 
Forgetting this great Duty to regard , 

50 ſuffer'd thee to rye the enthralling Chains, 
Which brought and fixt intolerable Pans, 

And now if they the Indzes did poſleſs, 

Twice doubled o're would give it for releaſs ; 
My chief Affiſtance, #n their ſad Deſpair, 

Shall be this Short but Charitable Prayer, 

That in the Torments of this Fatal Fire, 

When combating with over-[trong Delire, 
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They do from every Worldly Succour fly, 
And upon Heavenly Grace alone rely, 

No other Refuge ſeek, or Means approve, 
To expel the Fury of Reliſtleſs LO V E. 


—_—W _ 


On the ſudden Return of Fair Wea 
ther, after much Wind, Cloudineſs 


and Rain. 


"O L Baniſht, or Withdrawn, the mournful Sky 
Is hardly ſeen without a weeping Eye 3 

And from her melancholy Face ſhe pours, 
On the dejeted Earth, her Tears by Showrs 
And diſmal S:ghs in Storms of Winds did break, 
Screecht thro' the Globe, and made the Houſes ſhake z 
The Ground ſeem'd ch; d with Sadneſs in a State 
Of Grzef, that did its Nature macerate : 
From Day to Day no fign of change, but worſe, | 
Look'd rather ſet/d in a hopeleſs Courſe : 
Yet in the /i#tle ſpace of one ſhort Night, 
The Tide is turn'd, andall things alter'd qazte 3 
The Sky ſo clouded is ſerenely clear, - - 
The S# IV in his full Laffre does appear, 
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And as he downward caft his Rays, the while 

The new-beal'd Earth ſent up a joyful Smile : 

I ſaw it as I walkt, and could not chuſe, 

But at the ſudden Alteration muſe, 

And think within my ſelf, Thou, LORD, who now 
Haſt, in a trice, diſpell'd'from Natare's Brow, 

A Cloud of Sorrow ; haſt the ſame Power ſtill 

To help all Grievances, when 'tis thy Will : 

Oft have I almoſt fagger'd in my Care, 

But Thou art Mercy, LORD, what ſhould I fear. 


On THANKSGIVING. 


T N the 4by/s of Sorrow, dark and deep, 

Es Where heavy Mortals drouze but cannot ſleep, 
Rackt with an agonizing Grief, I lay, 

My Heart all Pulſe, my Eleſb diſtemper'd Clay z 
My ſelf no more my ſelf, my Thoughts all werez*:/** 
Through Terrors great, near Borderers on deſpair y 
None but black Minutes did-on me attend, 

No Breath I fetcht, but did in S7ghs aſcend y 

And while my Tine thus diſmally did waft, 
Methoughts all Hopes of better Things was paſt : 
So run the Night of Trouble, but the Morrow 
Succeeds with Foy, that equal'd all my Sorrow 5 


- 


Out 
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. Out of the Pzt of this 4iz&ron, 1 
Am carried to a Spacious Liberty z 
Comfort, like Walls, my Reſidence ſurround ; 
Comfort, the Voice and Eccho all reſound : 
My Prayers, which juft before in begging mourn'd, 
To Joyful Praiſes, for the Grant, 1s turn'd : 
What ſhall I render, how ſhall I extol 
The uplifting of my Heart, recovery of my Fall ; 
Shall it ſufhice to Celebrate one Day * | 
Not the whole ſeven the Acknowledgment can pay? 
A larger Stock of Gratitude I crave, 
That on my Heart this ME K CY Heaven engrave 
Beyond the Race of Time, and Fortune's Lot, 
+ With lad Remembrance ne're to be forgor. 


—_—_ 


—_— 
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Obſervation on the Life of Epictetus, 


PY Epitetus, born the Slave of Fate, 
Unparalell'd for abje&t mean Eſtate, 
Rept in a Cloud of unkind Fortaxe's Jars, 
And Deſtiny that ſeem'd to have no Stars ; 
Dark as the Eye of Chance, which ſome call blind, 
Obſcure from Light in all rhings but his Mzzd, 
Which was enricht with Eacal:ies could reach 
The rareſt things Ph;loſophy did teach ; 

| G a 
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Yet by Laborious Burthens bath'd in Sweats, 
He every Day muſt Earn the Bread he eats ; 
But he the Envy of his Fate beguiles, 
And for her r:gorous Frowns gives pleaſing Smiles, 
Contentment plain'd and ſmooth'd,each ſtep was rough 
And in his Wants ſtill made him rich enough, 
Set him above the Top of Fame's Renown, 
And higher than the Envy of a Grown, 
More happy than the Mſer, whole proud Share 
Of Wealth is equall'd with a Load of Care : 
Thus liv'd he free, brih, ſatsffd and gay, 
As if, for Earth, he ſcorn'd to throw away 
A ſingle W:ſh ; and, as he ſtudied, ſaid, 
My Thouzhts, juft now my preſent State have laid 
In view, and, as I lock, thu I behold, 
In my Condition I am Poor and Old, 
And Happy therefore, knowing 'tis the best, 
Becauſe the G O D S have choſe it from the ret, 
To give it me; their Wiſdom cannot err, 
And I the Gitt before all things preferr. 
O wondrous Yertue 1n a Heathen Man ! 
With what Impattence, with what Face then can 
A Chriſtian murmur, ſorrow or repine, 
That reads this vaſt Humility of thine? 
But who, alas ! retains a peaceful Thought, 
fore than by Heaven's Diviner Hand is wrought? 
Heaven 


Y 
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Heaven is the G#ver and Preſerver too 
Of every ſpark of good we think Or ao. 


— J—_ —_— 


Obſervation on the Life of Joab. 


Ith ghaſily Grief this Man of War I ſee, 
His Noble Deeds and Sad Cataſtrophe 
Who can at firſt but fall into Confuffon, | 
To trace his Lyfe and ſee the ſtrange Conclupon ? 
Permit then, with Compaſſion, I may Write, 
While I his 44:oxvs and his Fate Recite, 

Few ever with more Loyalty ador'd 

Thelnt'reſt of a Lov'd and Soverargn Lord, 

And, as an Omen of Heroick Glory; 

We lind it mention'd in the Sacred Story, 
Heaven and his King did truſt in him repoſe, 
For of great Iſrael he was General choſe, 

And he a Reverence too to both did pay, 


In the auſpic:ous and vidtorious Day, 

When Syris's Hoſt before him fled away. 

Theſe Gares and Dangers and the Vi&ory ſtill, 
Seem ſmall to pleaſe his Royal Maſter's Will, 

For when 1n Sin he ask'd him to combine, 

With too fond readineſs he ſtrait did joyn, 
And poor 4riab falls by the Deſign | 
G 2 28. To 
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To Rabbah Ammon's Royal City then 

Heleads the Bands of his audaunted Men, 
Where ſoon the Potent Foes in Strength decline, 
Their weakned Army's ready to reſign . 
Their Po#, their Arms, Themſelves and Magazine : 
He to his Lord in haſt the News expreſt : 
See, Rabbah yields ! Come thou and do the reſt. 
The City of Springs I have already tane, ) 
Take thou the Royal C:z y, that thy Fame 
May make it call'd by thze and not my Name. ; 
Then, to compleat the Pleaſwre of his Soul, 
He did by Wite the Rule of State controul, 
To fetch his Darling Abfolom from Exile, 
For whom the Indulgent Father p:/n'd the while z 
And when this Gharmizg Yonth with flattery ſtole 
The Hearts of Iſrael, Joab's conſtant Soul | 
Defies the Treaſon, as a thing abhorr'd, 
And never left the Service of his LORD, 
Till even, againft his own expreſs Command, - 
He Davzd's Shield and I/raePs Champion ſtands, 
Piercing that Heart where Rebel-thoughts aroſe, 
Againſt his Soverargn's Life and ſafe Repoſe. 
When this was ended, Sheba's Plot begins, 
And thrives as faſt as all new growing Sins ; 
Here Amaſa- is ſent, to number all 


That would declare to anſwer David's call z 


But 
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But {lack in his return, the Kzng's no leſs 
148 put in fear of Shebz's great Succeſs : 
\t which, enfag'd with Choler, Joab ſlew 
od Amafez 3 then, like a Lion, flew 
ich his Gouragious Troops for Warriouts Fats, 
o Abel of Beth-Maacah City-pates, 
here, with a brave Revenge, his Forces ſpread, 
111 o're the Wafls they throw the Traitor's Head, 
ow David, with a ſecret Pride, inſpir'd, 
The Number of all I/rgel defir'd, 
From Dan to Beerſhebe, o're Ferdan's Ford, 
To ſee of what va## People he was Lord 1 
And, that the Accompt might be exaaly made, 
On Joab his Commands he ſtraitway laid. 
Joab, not pleav'd, in Modeſty replies, 
May He that bleſſes all, bleſs my Lord's Eyes, 
To ſee that People, whoſe ereat Sums untold, 
Tho* ne're ſo numerous, now increaſea hundred-fold. 
But why,*my Lord, the mo3t relizizons King, 
Delight his Sacred Self in ſuch s thing ? 
Good, was the anſwer ; but to no effeR, 
Davis's the ſame, and Foab's great reſpect 
To him, o'recomes his own ReluRancies, 
His K:ng he ſerves, whate're neglefed lies, 
Tho' Fame and Gonfeience both he ſacrifice. 


Who 
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Who cou'd havethought a Man of this Renown, 
SO true and long a Servant to the Gromn, 
Should from the beſ# of Maſters,when he came todie, 
Receive a fatal unkind Legacy ; 
And that his Prince, with his expiring Breath, 
Should givehis S;Iver Hatrs a Gremſon Death, 
Which, when the Royal Head in Duſt was laid, 
Was quickly by his Herr with R:gour paid? 
Heaven's Juſtice order'd this, and we may ſee 
There's no eſcape from its Divine Decree ; 
Nothing ſecure, but what 1s purely done 
With upright Thought before that Holy One, 
Who does the ſecret of the Heart regard, 
And, as we think, gives openly reward. 
O Foab, hadſt thou ſought thy GOD in all, 
No Human Power could have made thee fall ; 
Better hadſt thouat King and Kingdom ſpurn'd, 
| And to thy GOD for Counſel always taru'd, 
| Then ſafe and blameleſs had thy Ations been, 
Without the Stan or Panifbment of Sn : 
From thy Example may I never truſt 
In thoſe Iluſtrious Names, Great, Good, and ut ; 
A. Princely Patron or a Noble Friend, 
Their Smiles no true Security can lend : 


Give 


= 
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Give me Integrity to GOD no leſs 

Than the Almighty's Smiles can truly bleſs, 

Tis he alone that muſt defend me till, 

Man may be a Friend 'tis true, GOD Iam ſure will. 


eee 


Obſervation on the Life of Elijah, Pro. 
pbet of the Lord. 


An pregnant Honour, from her ſwelling Store, 
Of none but glorious Gifts diſtribute more 
Than this hrgb Title ? Or can Earth afford 
Ought greater than a Prophet of the Lord, 
To whom the generai World Reſpect ſhould bear, 
And whom crown'd Heads do Honour, Love and Feax? 
In this great Dignity, Elijah he | 
Was of the Higheft Rank, Noblest Deere, 
For Heavenly Graces don't all equal ſhine, 
And there are Cla//is even of Beams Diw:ne ; 
For an Immortal Mark of Honour more 
Fhis Man the Type of ble; Meſſiah bore : 
But ſee, for all theſs }nders, how he liv'd, 
Tortur'd, affiifted, hated, poor and griev'd, 
And he whom Mzracles as Means did wait, 
I find ne'r compaſs'd Competent-Eſtate ; 


/ 
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[Tho' born a Few, whoſe common Blyſgug was, 

In prefperous Ways, each Nation to ſurpals, 
Andthen thought Grown'd with all the Bliſs of Life, 


[. a beauteous, Wife x 
When to their Store they had namerous Children and 


But Gelebacy ſeems his State to be, 

And never any Wife or Child had he. 

If theſe are Foys that bleſs the brave5h Hearts, 
And only fuitable to great Deſerts, 

Did Heaven to others all theſe things divide, 
While he, blezt Prophet, was of al deny'd 
Throughout his Lzfe there's nothing does appear , 
But Sorrow, Solitude, Hard(hips, and Fear. 


The firſt I read of his exerted Power, 


Was in that lamentable dreadful Hour, 

When he denounc'd the near approaching Birth 
Of Famine on the unreplentſhd-Earth, 

When in three ſultry Years not one kind Showr, 
To her parch'd Heat a Balmy Drop ſhould pour 3 
This he denounc'd, and very well he knew 
The Oracle of Fate would preve tootrue, 
Yet, for himſelf, no horded Stock he laid, 

No Granary and no Proviſzon made : 

I do not hear but that the Earth, of Razn, 
Enjoy'd as much as he had Land or Gran, 


And 


+ 
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And no prudential Store of Food was made, 
To keep his Life as the Egyptians had; 
Tho), 'tis not doubted, 4hab and the reſt 
Of the rich Iſraelites in Form poſſeft 
A viſible Szpply, that might ſuſtain 
Till Plenty came with the return of Razr. 
Mean time a Voice from Heaven warns him from 
To ſee the Miracle of Provedence, _ (thence, 
Bidding him h:de himſelf towards the Eaft, 
At Cherith's Brook apply himſelf a Gue#, 
Where Ravens, by Omnipotent Command, 
Should be his Feeders from the Almighty's Hand : 
'Twas ſo, and thus the Msracle enjoy'd, 
Lyfe was preſerv'dl, and Hunger was deſiroy'd : 
But now a dreadful Scene before his Eyes, 
This Life-preſerving Rzver-water dries 3 
No Mzrrasle is ſent to ſtop the Courſe 
Of Nature's droxght, or ſtay its rapid force : 
What Proof and Tryal of his Faith was here, 
To have the River fail, and he not fear? {cry'd, 
How would a faithleſs murmurring Wretch have 
The Means is periſh'd which my Wants ſupply'd ! ” 
Was I ſent forth a Wanderer thus accur#t, 
To die in Fires by an mflaming Thirſt ? 


H 
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Not ſuch @ Fear or once regretting Word, 

His Heart did ſhow or milder Lips afford, 

But walts the Tzme of his remembring Lord, 

Who had prepar'd the Widow's Mee} and Cruſe, 


To ſerve the reſt of all the three Years uſe, 
And in it did a Myracle produce. 


This being o're, the Sacred Man is ſent 
To ſee that King who none but Pansſhment 
Did ſtudy, and reſolve for ſuch a Gue# 
Too heavenly and divine on Earth to reſt : 
But the erronious King's malicious Power 
Had Limits ſet, till Heavens appointed Hour. 


And now Ekjah bravely does alarm 
Baal's Prieſts and Prieſts o'th Grove, who flocking 
With all the poor deluded People, who {ſwarm 
Their own true God ſcarce ever ſought or knew, 
Elijah, reaſoning with them, made demand, 

Why they, 'twixt #wo Opinions, halting ſtand ? 
And bids them follow God, of 'twere the Lord, 

Or if 'twere, Baal : They an{wer'd not a word. 
Then ſaid he to them, 1, even I alone 

Remain a Prophet of the Lord's,befides me there u none, 
But Baals in number moye abound, the Account 
Does to a Hoſt of near five Hundrd mount ; 


Let 
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Let them therefore two Bullocks give, and chuſe 
One for themſelves, the other I will uſe ; 

Both berng cut in pieces, both we'll lay 
On Wood, but pat no Fires, ouly pray, 

They to their Gods, Ito the Lord, and /ee 
Who anſwers fir+ by Fire, the God ſhall be. : 
This done, the Prieſts of Baal all loudly cry'd, 
And cut and woznd themſelves, and prophecy'd ; 
Till Evening, but no Fozeeor Sign reply'd. 

Then did Eab to the People call, 

Who wait him with expecting wonder all z . 

He ſtrait repairs GO D's Altar, broke before, 

And took twelve Stones, and made oneAltar more z 
And round that 4/tar made a Trench as great 
As would contain two Meaſures full of Wheat 3 
He puts the Wood in order, then diſlets 

The Bubock of his Limbs, a Pile erects 3 

The Heſb, thus ready laid for Sacrifice, 

Four Water-barrels he commanded thrice 

Be fill'd, and thrice pour'd forth, andall the while 

The trickling Altar and the floating Pike | 

With theſe repeated Currents drench'ganddrown'd; 

The Trench ſo fill'd,ſtood as 'tweremoated round ; 

Then to his GO D with moving Ardor calls, 

When lo the wondrous Heavenly Fire ſtrait falls, 
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Conſuming not the Sacysfce alone , 
But the Wood, the very Daft and Stone ; 
So hot the Hames, that even the Waters burn 
The very Trench it ſelf. 
No more a Watry now an Afby Urn, 
At which, amaz'd, the People profirate fall, 
And, with a Face confus'd, they loudly call, 
To tell who was the Living God alone ; 
The LORD is GOD, the LORD is GOD they own. 
Then did E/jah charge them not to ſpare 
One of 'Baal's Prophets, but ſecure, with care, 
The total Number, which he wholly took, 
And brought them ſafely down to Kiſhon- Brook, 
And with a Zeal celigious and ſevere, 
Spared not only Cheat; but flew them there. 
And then he fent his Servant to the King, 
Who of the ſhowring Heavens did the bleſt Tydings 
Bidding him, Eat and Drink and po#h away. [bring, 
Which Meſſage 4hab heard and did obey. 
Who now could think there could a danger be 
O're all the Earth to make this Prophet flee ? 
Yet ſo it was,, though King and People too, ? 
Their Eyes ſo late conv:nc'd, they trembling views 
His wondrous Might, Deeds more than Man cou'd do. 
Idolatrous Jezebel his Doom has given. | 
Behold , that _r Rofal paygited Foe of Heaven 


Has 
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Has vow'd, that the next Morning-Sun ſhall fee 
The Sacrificer, now the Offering be 4 
Swears, to revenge her darling Favourites Blood, 
His own ſhall mix with their dear Crimſon Flood. 
Her CGraelty he ſaon believes and ſhuns, 

And, for his Lefe, on this occaſion runs 

To Beerſkebas belong'd to Fudah, where 

He left the Man that was his Servant there, 
And all alone into the Deſart went 

A whole Day's Journey in his Drſcontent » 
Under a Tree of Fun:per he ſate 

Conſidering of his diſmal mortal Fate, 

And now requeſted for himſelf zo dze, 

Perhaps not thinking his bleſt Change ſo nigh z 
So, while in Prayer and mufing Thoxghts he keeps, 
Under this Tree refign'd, he lies and fleeps, 

Mean time an unſeen Angel brings him Meat, 
Gives him a zoxch, and bids him rs/e and eat. 

He roſe, and eat and drank, and down he lay, 
To ſleep again his Wearineſs away , 

His ſweet Dsfturber comes once more; his Gueſt 
Invites a ſecond time t' his Heavenly Fea#t, 
Viands fo rich, tho' ſhort was the Repaſt, 

(No Table ſpread with Pomp, but laid in haft) 
That by two Meals, ſo cheriſh Nature reign'd, 

As forty days and nights of Health & Life maintain'd. 
Thus 
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Thus to the Mount of GO D, Horeb by Name, 
Hein the ſtrength of this twice eating came, 

And there he took his Lodging in a Card, 

The Emblem of his ſo much courted Grave. 

Then comes the Interrogative of G O D, 

And asks him, Why it was he there abode * 

He tells his Zeal, does I/-ae/'s Sin declare, [fpare. 
They hadall G O D's Prophets ſlain,nor him would 
Now 1s he bid to aſcend that Mowunt , & Place 
Whieh great Fehovah's preſence deign'd to grace, 
Where all deſcending from his Throne more high, 
As the Omnipotent, paſs'd radiant by, [did quake, 
The Mountains rent with Wind, the frighted Earth 
The Adamantine Rocks in ſhatter'd pieces ſhake 5 
Then blaz'd a fiream of Fire, the Marbinger 

Of the great GOD, for yet G OD was not there. 
Now ſpoke a ffiÞ ſmall Voice, bids him appoint 
Two Royal Succeſſors, and both anoint 3 | 

To theſe a third and greater Succeſſor , 

Hetr to his own Divine Prophetick Power, 

A Tongue whom Oracles ſhould all :nſprre, 

Touch'd with a Coal from his own Heavenly Frre. 
Now thou, dear Prophet, whoſe refigning Breath 
Had ask'd before no Boon of G O D but Death, 


Time 
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Time haſtens that thy Tor/s muſt be releaft, | 
Thy Sufferings ended, and thy ſelf at reſt 
Within the Regions of the Ever-bleſt : 
How ſupernatural was thy Defire, 
Crown'd with a Charzos of Trixmphant Ecre, 
Which flew more (ſwift than ever Mo#:on run : 
And carried thee above the Stars and Sur : 
Thus fledft thou up to thy :mmenſe Reward, 
And nothing could thy heavenly Fight retard. 
O, unexampled Man ! who Earth refign'd ; 
Eerth and its Vanities all left behind ; 
Feltft not the Pangs of an expiring Breath, 
The Courſe of Sickneſs, or the Stroke of Death. 
Sure then our Fagper Abrabam thou waſt greater, 
For he, like others, felt weak Nature's Debter, 
Kept in a Grave, turn'd to Original Du#, 
Confin'd there, till the r-//ng of the FuZt. 
If then a Saint, incomparable rare, 
One of the greateſt Prophets ever were, 
Led all his Lsfe but ſorrowful and poor, 
I muſt conclude, in Poversy, there's more 
Delign'd by Heaven, for Guidance or Defence, 
Than ever was found out by Human Sence ; 
Tis a myſterious Thing, that Want ſhould be 
The leading Path that joyns Felicity, 
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And thoſe who leaſt are truſted and epprov'd, 
To enjoy Eſtates are moſt by Heaven belov'd ; 
Strange is the Method, but I cannot fear, 
There 1s a Secret in't, divine and clear, per 
To Hegven'seye alone and never yet to Mortals did 
*Caule this bleſt Man did undergo that State, 
That ſeem'd his very Chozce as well as Fate ; 
Fate he could change ; we ſee his Prayers alone 
That Wonder had perform'd, and had he known 
Poverty a Curſe, ſure he had chang'd his own : 
Beſides, as he foreſaw the pru«&ly Thorn, 
A Wreath ſhould eveſ the Brow of GOD adorn, 
Poer, Humble, Low, in Shilv's bleſt Record, 
Reſerv'd the T:tles of the World'ggreat LO RD. 
The Path of Poverty well haſt thou trod, 
Bleft Prophet, to be follew'd by thy & O D. 


—__ 
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On tbe worthily hens Madam Mary 
Fountayn. 


Eep, weep, ye Clouds, diftill into her Aru 

Such Tears to quench a Flame unapt to burn. 
The 4arn it ſelf ſhall weep perpetual Store, 
Becauſe this nobleſt Friend of mine's no more: 


Let 
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Let Aympbs attend the Glory of the Plains, 
Whoſe charraing Brightneſs is ador'd by Swains, 
With Sable Veſtments, cloath'd 1n mournful ſtate, 
To ſolemnize her Funeral Rites, tho' late; 
While I, dejected, ftrive for to reherſe 
Unſpotted Vertues 1n Eternal Verſe, - 
In tuneful Lays, tho' diſmal are the Sinazns,. 
Which chills the circling Blood, runs thro' my Ferns 3 
Witneſs, ye Heavenly Pewers, the Favours ſhe 
Daily bequeath'd my Parerits and to me; 

Who hov'd my tender Mother to the end, 

And ſhow'd herſelf a thouſand Ways her Friend, 

In ll Extremities ſtood her Defence, 

Under the goodneſs of Omnipotence. 

If Wiſdom, Love, or Henour, could defegt 

The Stroke of Death, this Star had never ſet, 

But ſtill been ſþ5n:ng in her ſplendid Sphere 

And influential Beams around her Cheer. 

Ye Fountains, now your gliaimms Currents ceale, 

And ferizle Nile, forbear your vait Increa/o, 

Since I'm depriv'd, by f.tal Siſters thre#$ 

Of this great Ble/iag, O! ſo dear to me. 

You] ſay, no D:ſcompoſure ought profaxe, 

Much leſs defparr my well-tix'd Morals ſtain : 

But he, who Precepts gave as well as kepr, 

Could not forbear his deare;t Friend, but wept. 

1 Oft 


% 
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Oft have I wiſh'd from Bu/neſs to tetire, 
To contemplate the gr:efs of my Deſire ; | 
There, in ſome ſecret Grove, where none might ſee, | 
I might for ever mourn her Obſequy, 


In Sorrow's Ris condole, with prtzons Moan, 


To grateful Eccho's, which reſound each Groan; 
And harmleſs Flocks their Lamentations ring, 
While the poor Birds with dolefal warbling fing. 
Let then this ſad uncomfortable Yer/e, 

Embalm her Memory and bedew her Heyſe. 

« Unmix'd, preſerve theſe Relicks; faithful prove, 
« O Marble Arn! and conſtant as her Love. 

'Tis Love, that all do court, but few can find, 
Springing from A#1ons rooted in the Mind : 
Sweet, Rich, and Stroxg, ſhe to the Centre drew, 
As Honey, Jewels, and as Marrow do z 

None, by the Storms of Life, was &'re oppreſt, 
But ſtill might find a Haven in her Breas#t. 
Why do ſuch Ble//ivgs end in ſharpe#t Pain, 

By being gzven to take back again ? 

Stay, run no farther, my 7mpetucus Soul, 


This Anſwer does your flowimg Grief controul ; 
Compute the Sum of your auw!ſe Complaint, 


'Tis prous, ſhe [:v'd and 4y'd too ſoon a Sant : 
Conlider, there's not only a Regard 


 Pue to your Interest, but to her Reward; 


You 


CRY 
You ought your Loſs with Patzexce to ſuſtain, 
Since what's your Loff is her immortal Gatn : 
Can you repine, fince ſhe in Beams of Logbe 
Soars in the Heavenly Regions pure and white, 

Her Deeds reſplendaut in a Crown more bright, 
With a Vierious Palm and Radiant Seat, 

Reigns there among M A R I 4 'S Good and Great, 


Whilſt you'r depending on your Future State, 
Her lovely Vertes ſtrive to amitate. 


—__ ——_— | — 
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On my dear Friend Mr. Robert 
Harding. 


Ow have I wi(þt and begg'd no Pen might ſend 
A ſad reviving Thought of this my Friend, 

Nor mention make, now he 1s zone, but I 

Might let my Grzef in huſb'd oblivion Iye : 

In vain I urge ſuch Means, to hind retreat 

From Mourning Thoughts, my Sorrows to defeat, 

The boſs of ſuch wait Worth, fo true a Friend, 

In all d:ffolv'd Mortality muſt end ; 

And, if my Yerſe may live to blaze his Prazſe, 
Which, like the Sun, darts with refutgent Rays, 


i 2 His 
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His Merit muſt, in Ghara&ers ſublime, 

Outlaſt the envious mouldring Fate of Time : 
In Friendſhip's Orb no brighter Star appear'd, 
Sinceby his geod all was reviv'd and chear'd, 
And, in his Nuptial Rites, example may 
Proclaim his Life to be one Halc:on-day; 
Detefted P:ths of Vice he nobly ſcorn'd, 
Whilft vertaous Precepts in his Breaft he form'd, 
While //ice he ſcorn'd, Fiaelity he low'd, 

*T was Honoxr guided him and Pty mov'd; 
Whatever O6ject was there in diſtreſs, 
Compaſſion could ant did not ſoon reverſe ? 

To adverſe Fate, dijtaut and near, it ſew, 

And Pr:/oners, 1n pale Want, his Kindneſs knew. 
Lofty indeed his Temper was to ſoar, 

But never turn'd his Back upon the Poor ; 
Whoſe prous As aſpiring to reherſe, 

I lole his G LORY in ſsbmiffive Verſe x 
Could Prayers avail for him, which cannot be, 
What Fore 1s due and ſhould be made by me 2 
Yete're I end, let me call o're the Fate 

Did his great Kindneſs firſt to me create. 


Pardon, if I digreſs, to {ing the Fame 
Of hs bright ſpotleſs Virgin-Daughter's Name, 


Whom 
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Whem Grace, like the Sun-ſbines, did adory, 
When beauteous Rays guild firſt the baſhful Morn, 
In whoſe lovely Youth was the ſame Sweetneſs ſhewn, 
As Flowers in Spring, or Roſes newly blown, 
ALICTA bright, that caſt her pleaſing Eye, 
To my indifferent State of Poverty, 
The charming dear One yet could bove ſo true, 
Scarce for a Minute I her Abſence knew, 
Each place abroad, at home, where e're I be, 
She, Angel-uike. goes, meets or folows me. 
Perpetual Kindneſs LOV E tmmenſly breeds, 
LOV 7., that all f:ght in Poetry exceeds, 
Where f:wing Kindneſs, tided to exceſs, 
And mine proportion'd more than hers, nov leſs. 
Had Fate propos'd a Choice, one I muſt have, 
This fair one's Death, or my own ſudden Grave ? 
The [a5 I ſhould have thought the milde;t Doom, 
To Engrave her Friendſhip on my finzte Tomb. 


But ceaſe, my Muſe, ceaſc, leſt I now deſpair, 
To think how I lot ber, that was ſo dear ; 
Marriage, which fixes Lovers in one State, 
Divides us two to Places ſeparate ; 

The Daughter's loſs, the Father would repair, 
By a High Friendſbip and Paternal Gare, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe worthy Soul with Vertue quite 1s fled, 


_- [wholly dead. 
And, in his Sex, (for ought I know) tr#e Kindneſs | 


Szghs may condole ; But hold, ſome Gheraub ſure, 
Allays my Grief with this ble# balmy Cure ; 
Think and conſider well, obſerve the End, 

Who was it gave and t06k away your Friend, 
He that grves all things good, and can reſtore 
What-e're you want ; ceaſe, Mortal, to deplore, 
{ſe pious Fob's Expreſſion, and no more. 


=> a>; 


An EPITAPH on the Piovws Ma- 
dam Mary Career. 


Right Soul, whoſe Sacred Relicks I muſt mourn, 
Till from my Tozls I ſleep in peaceful Urn ; 
Then follow thee, to make one Witneſs more, 
Of all thy righteous Deeds heap'd up in ſtore. 
Thy Pious Days Heaven does already know, 


By Prayers, that m#nutely did from thee flow, 
Such was thy Converſe, ſo Divine below. 

Thine Alms, GChrif's needy Members every-where, 
Refreſh'd with Love and Boanty, will declare. 

O! with what dazling Glories art thou crown'd ! 
What Songs in Heaven did at thy Entrance ſound. 


4 
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S Dungeons are for Criminals prepar'd, 


A Tyburn and Gyves toD 1s their juſt Reward ; 
So Say s Laſh dipt, poiſon'd in D#ſprace, 

Is fit to Scourge the /:ce of Human Race. % 
Did not the Lamb of God, with Sacred Terror, 
Reprove all Phariſaic Sins and Error ? 

Where's then my Muſe ? Does my Poerick Fern ! 


Want Ski# or Courage for thus uieful Strain ? 
Baptiſmal Vows engage Heroick Minas, 


Women are valiant, tho' of different Kinds, 
And tho” iny Sex is weak, my Heart's not ſo: 
Lead on my Chzef, 1 fear not where I go. 
Inſtruct me LORD, I wait for. thy Command, 
Without zt I dare ftir not Foot or Hand. 

I begg'd again, and then my LORD reply'd, 
My Precepts aud Example be your Guide ; 

Go folow them, Strait then I call'd to mind 
His Golden Rule, propitious left behind : 

Firſt ca#t away the Beam that hides the Lsght 
Of thine own Eye, deluded Hypocrite ; 
Which, once remov/d, thou better may'ſt diſcern 
The little Mote thy Brother does concern, 


| 


And 
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And with more reaſon ask to pull it out, 
When thy clear L:zht diſpels his darker Doubt : 
But if black Vice thy Lyfe it ſelf betray, 
And thou pretend'ſt to Guide the perfett Way, 
*Tis like a blizd Man ravirg in a Heat, 
Inſpir'd by ſome ridiculous Conceit, 
He's able to lead all that go aſtray 

1s Tongus crys out, his Feet quite miſs the way 3 

metimes his Steps are right, but rarely ſo; 
Still with :uve&rve Bawls, You falſly go. 
Should this his Condud be by Prudence try'd, 
Would he be thought a Madman or a Guide ? 
Our Saviour, ere ſuch Work he did begin, 
Ask'd, Which of you convinces me of Sin ? 
And muſt his /potleſs Life a Pattern be 
Imitable for ſuch a Worm as me ? 
The great Example I can never reach, 
Alas! I want time more to Watch than Preach. 
My Self is Task ſufficient to look o're, 
I find no Moment where I need explore 


The Faults of others, but my own deplore. 
And now I beg, ſince my Deſign has miſt, 
Make me true Chriſtian, tho' no Satyriſt. 
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Of the HE ART. 


Hat the' the Sou! myſterious 1s to 4?f, 
And all in all and all in every part, 

Yet we conceive the Heart, by Nerves and Ferns, 
Does vivitie the Body and the Brazns ; 

For as the Seyſes from the Spzrets move, 
Inſpiring Rays with Simpathetick Love, 

So GO D's Effential Goodneſs moſt requires 

By Gonſeeratins Gifts to Mens Depires ; 

Say but from thee the ſmalle5t Preſent came, 

It kindles all Acceptance in 4 Flame z [its eaſe; 
Hence, hence, the Pulſe that ,'ves Life's Lamp 
Henee all the endearing Ties that Lovers pleaſe : 
So rare a Jewel {ure has no decert, 

Nothing that's vain, but Yer:ue all compleat, 

My Thoughts (1ncerely bleſt, in my eſteem, 

All pure, divine, immaculate, did ſeem, 

Whilſt my conſenting Heart in rapture vow'd, 
Henceforth no $2 ſhall be by me avow'd, 

But that my Conſcience ſhould in Empire reign, 
Never to be oppo-'d by Vice again. 

And as my weary Knees the Centre preſs'd, 
It ſeem'd convulſzve 1n my trembling Breast ; 
K Datting 
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Darting full Torrents through mine Eyes in Tears, 
And ſhivering gaſp'd, almoſt expir'd in fears, 
Implor'd the LORD in this diftreſ$ of need, 

T afhiſt a Heart, that for Offence does bleed ; 

Kind Heaven aflents, and, with propitious Grawe, 
Aflur'd the Gomfort that my Heart did want, 
And, from the depth of $7, drew 1t as high 

As the bleſS'd Region of Immortal Foy : 

From this Drvine Aſcent, tranſported, cry'd, 
Vain i that Fool that does in Sin abide. 

My Lips o'rejoy'd, at the Gonverfon, ſung, 

As David when his #uneful Harp he ftrung, 

And, to my pleaſing Thoughts, theſe Words I mix'd, 
My Heart to Sacred Joys s ever fix'd. 

Thus liv'd I in Seren:zty and Mirth 

An Angers Life almoſt upon the Earth. 


But O ! the Bla#t this pious Life deſtroys, 
Hypocrijie the bliſsful Stream annoys ; 
My Conſcience, to whoſe Empire my Heart ſwore, 
Strives to depoſe the ConduFt of its Power, 
Till with a hideous Guilt, by horrid Sin, 
Agaſt, I durſt not caſt a Look within, 
And tho' my conſcious Heart ſtood knowing by, 
That As nor Thoughts from the Omniſcient Eye 


Was 
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Was hid in vain, Deluſon ſeem'd to think;-, 
That the 48-jx# ſhould at our Frailtres wink; 
And when my Private Prayers I do dire&t 
With Holy Praiſe and moſt Diysne Refpett, 
Yet, when GO D's Sacred Court I come within, 

I contemplate and gaze, all dark with Sin, 

And, while the Pzeacher tells what I ſhould leary, 
My Thoughts rove, buſie in ſome ſtrange Concern, 
Confus'd with edzous Things, I cannot fpeak, 
And which, to ſhun, Mortality's too week; 

My Mznd grows wild, my Soul in terror rav'd, 

By what I zryſted thus to be decerv'd. 

Then, to my GOD, with weeping Eyes I turn, 

In deep diſtreſs 1 ſupplicate and mourn ; 

All-powerful G O D, this Heart from me receive, 

Since, by Deſpazr, I muſt for ever grieve. : 
Or, if this longer muſt with me remazn, ci | 


Vouchſafe, great GOD, once more to make 1t 
I know thy Blood can waſh out every ſtain. 
And, whilſt I live, henceforth I'll ſet a guard, 
Surpizing Thoughts, not good, thall be debarr'd; 
A Watch T'll keep as long as I keep Breath, 

To help ſecure my Yertue till my Death ; 

[']l ſend to all my Friends to do the ſame, 

And truſt to more this rerity of Exe. 
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But always Watch and Pray, Suſpett and Fear, 
While: thou doſt jiy, and make me Clear. 


—O— — HA O_—_—— NZ OS OO RO ———— among | 


Thinking on the «Life f our Bleſſed 


Saviour. 


(contain, 
Hy did my Lord, whom Heaven could not 


Chuſe to ſpend Life on Earth in toil & pain, 
And not the Eaſe and Splendour of a Raign ® 
Why did he, Iike a Man unfortunate, 


Walk thouſand weary Walks * No Pomp or State 
A Servant to that World he did create. 

Why did he let his ſpotleſs Name be us'd, 

With Lzps that ſlandrouſly that Name abus'd ? 
Why did he, who was all pure Innocence, 

Endure ſuch Rzgours as attone Offence, 
Or bring the Wicked into Penttence ? 

Methinks an inward Whiſper tells me why; 

Tells me, my LO RD was pleas'd to do't, that I 
Might not defpsſe thoſe Methods he approv'd, 

Nor bate that ſort of Life himſelf has lov'd. 


Refteions 
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Refleftions upon my extraordinary Joy, 
at the Certain and Sudden News of 
Peace being concluded, Sept. 1697. 


Ine Years Bellons brandiſh'd in full Pride, 

L V Till Chriftian Land with Blood was ruddy dy, 
But Kngs are reconc:Þd and Wars muſt ceaſe, 

- To give admittance to a glorious Peace y | 
PEACE! is the Cry, aſſured Peace 1s come, 

The charming Wonder ſtrikes my Senſes dumb 
Felicities in Loads a Peace repair, 

And fill my M:nd with more than I can bear; 

My Kyees fall on the Earth, to hear the Sound, 
And Tears of Foy run rowling to the Ground 

The heating Beam does take away my Sleep, 
Exhales that Dew did my lull d Spirits fteep; 
Like Philomel, my watchful Thoughts employ 3 

Her Thorn keeps her leſs waking than my Foy. 
Give me A//iftance, ſome kind Power, to bear 

The Extaſtes, while this bleſS'd News I hear. 

I did not think al} Earth could give or find 

Such Pleaſure to'my Pleaſure-hating Mind ; 
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*Tis true, the Foy is rational and juZt, 

Fitting to be a/low'd : But dareI truft | 
. My Thoughts to rove in ſuch a va#t Content, | 

And Raoptures of unlimited Extent y | 

When ths is not the Peace, my Soul muſt calm, 

Nor this the fair white Dove, that brings my Palm, 

The great IRENE, that ſecures me bleft 

In endleſs Joys, the Eternity of Ret ? 

No, that's a Peace in my own Empire-mind, | 


A Place of Reſidence for G O D deſign'd, 

By Atons ju#t and pure of every kind : 

'Tis on this Peace that I muſt build alone, 

' Dother 1 may enjoy, yet be undone ; 

| This is the Peace refplendant Beings praiſe, 

And to the Spangd Roof the Eccho's raiſe, 

The lofty Arches mightily reſound, 

And Heaven's Inhabitants, in Raptures drown'd, : 
The joyful Chorus charm Eternal round. 


O! New Feruſalem, for thy Peace I long, 
Thy 1-Peons in Immortal Song, 
To Heavenly Lyres and Hallelajab's tun'd, 
Ayrs that Britannia's Peace can never ſound 5 
Thy Tr:umphs are magnificent and rare 
Thy Por: unmix'd with Si, with Fright, or Gare; 


Brighter 
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Brighter than San, more lafting far than Time 
Eternal bleſs'd, anparalell'd ſublime ; 
O! that my Hoars to come may all be ſpent 
In ſeeking this, above all Earth's content : 
O ! that I could expreſs what Foy there lies 
In but a Hope of this anfading Prize ; 
The M/niverſe comes ſhort to equal this, 
In Glory or Duration, State or Bliſs. 
Go then, my P«lgrim-Soul, purſue the Way, (Day; 
Through Brakes and Rocks, Black Seas and Stormy 
Through wouted Conflif#is and tremendous Griefs 
Through narrow Paſſages and ftraitned Cliffs ; 
Through Yansties tq allure, and Foes to Fright x : 
| The Snares of Hattery and the Darts of Sprght ; 
Through Pazns and Msſeries, Tears, Toit, Doxbts and 
All the whole lonz-traim'd Cavalcade of Life, [Strife, 
Through Sianders, Slights, Wrongs, Wants,the ſelling 
That does but Tempe##-to/7 poor Fleſh 8 Blood: (Hood, 
Through #heſe,all :heſe,and thonſand,thouſand more, 3 
Satl, happy Voyager, to that bleſi'd Shore, [roar; 
Where no Waves daſh, nor Winds nor Tempet ( 
To that Diviee, trae Halcion Ne#t above, 
The Man/rons of Beatitude and Love, 
That non no dividing Foes ſhall ſever, 
But the whzte $lag of Peace hangs out for ever. 


Or 
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ad 
i. 


Tomy Mother the CHUR CH. 


[Jes as Mertyrs in the Days of Yore, 
Whoſe precious Blood their Teftsmontals bore, 
Grant, Holy Mother, (high Oblation due) 
My humble Lays I conſecrate to yon, 
Whoſe P:ous Gare 1n Infancy did bloom 
With Frazt, ſelefted from corrupted Rome ; 
Your Hallow'd Rztes inſpir'd me firſt to ſee, 
And from Exreams of Peril ſet me free, 
» Guiding to bliſsful Ret the Milky Way, 
Whoſe Streams of Light point to Eterual Day : 
No Superſiit;on does your Precepts ſtain, 
Nor Zeal enti/1afiick with you reign ; 
But Love divine flows with a kind Embrace, 
Kindles Seraphick Flames, enlightning Grace, 
Whilſt Heaven, hike Life, which centures in the 
Inflames rel:grous Beams through every part, [Heart, 
By Spiritual Mannz fed, I Wſdom find, 
Bleſt M/i:ck Rates invelope in my Mind ; 
Free-will directs my A&tons how to ſquare, 
But Sacred Inſtinf cautions to beware, 
It bids me not this }Vorld and Lyfe abjure, 
But checks my Paths where vicious Baits allure, 


Inſtruds 
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Inſtrugs with Hahelujehs praiſe to ſing; 
fHinerring Truths of Son's gracious King, . 
True Di#ates of Parental Heavenly Guide; 
Which does enſure Salvation on my fide. 
Theſe and the ref#, more fully to reherſe, 
More Yolumes crave than Tribute of my Verſe; 
But, as in Duty bourid, Devotzon ſhall 
For ever pray for you, as you for all, 
Whilſt Gherabs ſound in their melodious Ghojr, 
And 1 ftill Offerings pay bn conſtant Lyre z _ 
Reign, Phenix-like, thy. Aſhes gives new Brrth; 
Nor finite periſh in the mouldring Earth, 
But as in Sickueſs Nature's Power will ſtrive; 


The Patients ſtrong do grow and Parns ſurvive ; 
So let the pafF Gonvnl/ions reinſtate 

Immortal Health, to foil the Stroke of Fate, 

The Triumphs of thy Tozls ſhall endleſs be; 

And ſweet tdo,as the-Love I bear to thee: 
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On the VERSES ſome Gentlemen 
preſented me, which are placed at the 
begining of my Þook. 
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Aſt is the Foy, when Tranſports do inſpire, 
Which, Lighming-like,ſtrikes with Poetick Fire: 
Raviſh'd! I gaze, and wonder to reherſe 
Thoſe high Encomiums you vouchſafg my Verſe, 
But, O what Ch: does Nature's Frathy raiſe ! 
Truth ſtrikes a Damp in Contemplations maze 
I view like him that ſees the Weapon fly, 
But can't avoid the Dart that makes him dye, 
Such dazl:ng Flights {o great Sarprize impart, 
As does confuſe and woimd my ſinking Heart ; 
A thouſand ſtrange Refle&ions ſeize my Brea#, 
And trembling Fits my peaceful Hours moleſt. 
Diſcourſes, zrave and myſtick, uſe ta move, 
Perplex my Mzid with W:/dom from aboye, 
As Nathan's Charge to David did controul 
That Man of GOD with Angaiſh in his Soul ; 
So you, like faithful Monziors, declare, 
My Time and Life but tranſitory are ; 
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Tell me of my Tranſlation and of Powers, 
Of Finzte Bemgs, and of Fleet:ng Hours, 
Inferr the Grave compleatly all devours, | 
Diſmal and heavy Thoughts methinks to me. 
Your lofty Verſe proclaims Mortality, 
As tho' it were my Living Elegy ; 
Deck'd with a Theme of Praiſe and Moxrnful State, 
Like warning Trumpets, o're my Death and Fate, 

. I'm flatter'd with a Grown of Sacred Bays, 
With polsſb'd Sence, expreſs'd in tuneful Lays ; 
Melodious Peals, which charm me to apply 
Some Tears, to ſuit the Solemn Obſequy ; 
Tears that allay and quench dsſorder'd Strife, 
Fitteng Attendants for a Dying-Life, 
Whil'ſt your harmonious Muſe in Fertne ſings 


rafter brings. 
Sweet Strains of Death,which happy Lsfe to me here- 


